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OCCASIONED BY. THE DEATH OF 


Mrs. H. A. ROGERS, 


By a YOUNG LADY, who met in her Classe 


ALSO, AN 


ELEGY, 


BY. ANOTHER FRIEND: 


TO WHICH ARE ADDED, 


TAK N N 8 


On the same Occa ton. 


nde 


© THE MEMORY OF THE JUST IS BLESSED.“ 


«With mixt Concern her Flight we view, ay 


With Joy the ascending Pomp'pursue, 
Yet tor our Loss Distrest: 
Our Bosomn-{ricnd from Earth is own; 
A Mather of our Israel gone 
To her eternal Rest!“ 
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AIR. built and baſeleſs all are earth's delights, 
And grief intrudes into their nobleſt heights ; 
To changes ſubject, and to ills a prey, 
They bud and wither in a winter's day; 
And like th' unfriendly plant of ſenſe, too quick, 
Bloom at a diſtance, but when toucht grow ſick : 
W hat calls on man to look beyond this ſphere, 
Since he's immortal, and all's mortal here ? 
It endleſs life and laſting ſummers wait 
To crown us, when we leave this wintry ſtate, 
How ſhould each change inſtruct us to be wile, 
And tell us, we are natives of the ſkies! 

But, ſure of bliſs, (it ought deſerve the name) 
Fair Friendſhip's pleaſures muſt the title claim: 
Her joys are mighty, but they often fail, 
For, wile in mortal robes, ev'n e is trail. 
Ah! yes, CELESTIA! Friendſhip's tears muſt flow 
While mem'ry laſts, or we thy abſence know: 
Full oft we trace the happy moments fled, 
When we to nobleſt joys by thee were led; 
And whilſt we talkt of heaven, and learnt the way, 
Mercy divine let in a beam of day, | 
Till faith and hope exulting ſoar'd on high, in 
And each affection center'd in the ſky; - l! 
We long'd to clap tli' immortal wing, and praiſe AY 
In louder ſongs the ſource of boundleſs grace, | 
Where no dull ſenſe, or intermediate cloud, | 
Can ever the Redeemer's preſence ſhroud, | 
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But love unbounded, and extaticyoy 
Burſt forth in endleſs ſongs without annoy. 

But ſcenes elapſt 111 leave, while I preſume 
With daring thought to penetrate the gloom 
That hides immortal things from mortal view, 
And humbly thy enraptur'd flight purſue 
To worlds of bliſs, complete fruition's height, 
Perfect exiſtence, and immediate ſight. 

Oh, had we ſeen thee when the veil undrew, 
And thy free'd ſpirit from its priſon flew ! 
What floods of glory burſt upon thy ſight, 
What ſounds melodious rung the ether bright, 
As heav'nly ſpirits led thee through the ſky, 
Midſt blazings ſuns, and rolling worlds on high; 
While joyful friends throng'd thick the 3 way, 
And hail'd thee to the bright abodes of day; 
Then joining in their ſongs of triumph high, 

The loud hoſannas echo through the ſky ! 
And now what mighty joys thy pow'rs ſurpriſe, 
Stretcht out from mortal to immortal ſize ; 
Surrounded, fill'd, abſorpt in Godhead's ſea, 
And wrapt in viſions of the Deity. 

Yet not o'erwhelm'd, bewilder'd, or confus'd, 
Thy nature ſo with the divine infus'd; 

So fitted to thy ſlate, ſo pure and high, 

That heav'n's profounds hit thy capacity. 

Thy glow-worm knowledge here by faith begun, 
In open viſion burſts into a ſun ; 

Through organs weak no longer dribbled in, 
Nor labours purblind reaſon {craps to win; 
But ſenſes large, congenial with the ſkies, 
Wake to new life, and into action riſe; 
By intuition now, all ear, all ſight, 
Perception all, and piercing as the light, 
Thou need'ſt no medium to convey delight. 
With open face thou view'it the Eternal Three 
In union join'd, a glorious Trinity.! 
And at the view increaſing raptures flow, 
While proving, “tis eternal life to Know.“ 
Thou view'ſt unveil'd the attributes divine, 
Which in unrival'd beauty round thee ſhine, 
* John xvil. g. 
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Adoring the tranſcendant harmony, 
Which joins them all in man's redemption free. 
Alike by thee his government's ſurvey'd, 
Where'er his all- creative pow'r's diſplay'd, 
Allow'd his circling providence to trace 
From heav'ns firſt order to the reptile race: 
Here wonders new create ſublime delight, 
And holy praiſe breaks forth at ev'ry ſight. 
Nor leſs his grace thy ſearching ming employs, 
Since © angels o'er a penitent rejoice ;”'* 
Here thou diſcover'ſt mercies richeſt ſtore, 
And endleſs cauſe to wonder and adore. 
Now thou well know'ſt the ſecret works of grace, 
Which firſt attracted thee to ſeck his face; 
C From hence purſuing all the ſteps divine, 
Which through thy lite in ceaſcleſs mercics ſhine ; 
The end diſcovering ot each grief and pain— 
Why they were ſent, and what thy endleſs gain: 
Alike ſurvey'd is ev'ry hidden ſnare, 
Eſcap'd by thee through providential care; 
A thouſand bleflings now to thee are known, 
O'er which, on earth, a pierceleſs veil was thrown. 
What funds of pleaſure muſt ſuch views ſuppiy, 
And themes for praiſe throughout eternity ! 
Creation's works are open to thy ſight, 
From liteleſs matter to the ſeraph bright: 
What wonders in the world of ſpirits ſhine, 
Expreſſive of their w_ divine! 
Here beings high, and things inanimate, 
Which ſtill retain their pure primeval ſtate, 
Are underſtood by thee, whole piercing eve 
Can into beings' inmoſt eſſence pry : 
And if reviſiting this nether ſphere, 
How diff rently each object mult appear! 
No longer can the ſurface bound thy ſight, 
But nature's ſecret ſprings are brought to light ; 
And God appears diftus'd throughout the whole, 
The Source of life—creation's living Soul, 
Is ſuch thy knowledge of thy glorious Lord? 
'Then ſure thy love in meaſure mult accord; 
: * Luke xv. 10. 
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Poſſeſſing now the end thy ſoul purſu'd, 
In near truition of its perfect good: 
No more (as here) frail nature ſinks oppreſt, 
When with peculiar revelation bleſt; 
Then words were loſt in love's immenſe abyſs, 


And ſilence beſt expreſs'd th' unutter'd bliſs. 


(What proof that love is heav'ns commencement here, 


Since mortal language ſinks beneath its. ſphere, 
Praiſe aims in vain to ſet its glories forth, 
And only longs celeſtial gave it birth:) 
But now at large, uncircumſcrib'd and free, 
Thy valt affettions feed on Deity : 
Extatic love in holy rapture flows, 
Increaſing ever as thy knowledge grows ; 
In full enjoyment and immediate ſight 
Of him whoſe beauties are thy ſole delight, 
Thy praiſe unwearied, mult tor ever flow, 
And pleaſures no embarraſſment can know; 
Renew'd by having his continual ſinile, 
No doubt intruding thy delights to ſpoil, 
But large returns tor ever flow to thee 
Of mutual love and ſweet complacency. 
And joy (love's firſt born offspring) lives to prove 
And celebrate the jubilee above; 
Immediate draughts receiving from the throne, 
While thy lov'd Saviour makes his joy thy own ; 
Thou ſhar'ſt in all his glorious vittories, 
Exulting o'er his vanquith'd enemies, 
Alcribing endlels glories to his name, 
And ever crying, * Worthy is the Lamb | 
Who walh'd our robes, and conquer'd all our foes, 
And now on us eternal lite beſtows :;” 
And freſh diſcov'ries of uniathom'd love 
Will through eternity thy joys improve. 
Are ſuch the glories of thy perfect {late ? 
Then thy employments muſt alike be great; 
(For ſpirit is to ation ever bent, 
And torpid reſt is not its element.) 
Art thou engag'd in atts to us unknown 
Ot ſolemn worſhip 'tore th' eternal throne, 
Which all thy mighty faculties employ, 
And give full ſcope to wonder, love, and joy ? 
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Or ſent to this terrene on errands kind, 
Perhaps to ſooth thy Partner's fainting mind, 
When deep-telt grief's impetuous tempeſts blow, 
Or ſecret tears from filent anguilh flow ; 
Then to adminiſter the cordial ſweet, 
And lead his views to yon celeſtial ſeat, 
Where kindred ſouls in ſweet enjoyment meet? 
Or doſt thou come a guardian angel bright 
O'er the dear objetts of thy late delight, 
Averting danger and inſtilling truth 
In ſoft inſtructions to their tender youth ? 
Or doit thou viſit thoſe with kind ſolace 
Who were thy pupils in the ſchool of g grace ? 
Oh, have I ever felt thy friendly pow” r 
Cond ucting me through dark temptation's hour, 
And taken, when unconſcious ot thy aid, 
'The cup of comiout by thy hand convey 42 
Reviving thought, it wipes the tear of woe, 
Since friendſhip lives more perfect than below. 
Nor leſs tis likely that yg guardian hand 
Supports tuy [friends a long the ſhadowy land, 
WW he n life is hov'ring on the ſhort” ning breath, 
And its warm current gently. cools in death; 
Then bear! ing the triumphant foul away, 
Thou aid'ſ. its anthems in the courts of day, 
And mixing wiih the brilliant hofls above, 
Recount i} the wouders of redeeming love; 
\hile hf'ning ange! is hear with ſweet ſurpriſe, 
And gulls of 110 lelujals ring the lics 8. 
Now Tellowſl; 8! perlect and con np} lete [ meet, 
Where thoug Ut comn unes with thou: zht, and notions 
And iwitt as lig! ning diſtant fouls can reach, 
Wich clear expreilion, far ſurpaſiin; r ſnecch; 
Thus litted tor ſublime ſociety, 
With beings of conſummate purity, 
Thou hold'f high converſe with angelic chdirs, 
Cherub, and ſeraph, and with human fires 
With all 0 glorious hoſts around the throne, 
Perhaps with beings yet to us unknown, 
Gather'd from num'rous worlds remote from ours, 
And form'd with various faculties and pow'rs; 
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While each the victories of grace declare, 
And countleſs acts of providential care: 
Then joining in melodious ſtrains of praiſe 
To mercies' Center, and the Source of grace, 
Each happy ſoul takes in large draughts of joy, 
And unconceiv'd delights thy pow'rs employ. 
Say, does ſome ſpirit (perhaps thy infant ſon,* 
For ſure by thee he's ſtill belov'd and known) 
Direct thy flight along th' etherial way, 
Where ſuns unnumber'd burn, and comets ſtray, 
To ſome new workmanſhip of pow'r divine, 
Where beings in Adamic glory mine, 
And uncurs'd nature all harmonious glows, 
And ſhining fair, its Maker's glory ſhows. 
Here wonders riſe on wonders to thy view, 
In objects fair, immaculate, and new; 
And leem with thee in concert ſweet to join, 
In one delightiul hymn of praiſe divine. 
Are ſuch as thele thy bleſt employs on high, 
While God is all in all, and ever nigh ? 
For wide extended [pace is full of him, 
Nor ought thy ever-waking ſight can dim; 
Hence, though engag'd at natures utmoſt bound, 
Thy heav'n—thy God muſt {till thy ſoul ſurround. 
But ceaſe my vent'rous thought, too apt to fly 
To things tor thy capacity too high ; 
Since car hath never heard, nor eye beheld 
Th' immortal glories of the upper world; 
And all is bold chimera at the beſt, 
In darkneſs form'd, and wrapt in errors, reſt; 
Nor thought can paint, nor language give them birth, 
And faint deſcriptions but degrade their worth ; 
Hence I'm conſtrain'd the ſubjett to diſmils, 
Till made with her a fellow heir of bliſs. 
D. B. 


May 15, 1796: 


* Who died in the year 1789, at the age of fix weeks, 
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SAY, ſhall the muſe, in plaintive weeping ſtrains, 
A dear departed pious friend lament 7 

Or join the hoſt on yonder glorious plains, 
To greet, with twumph, the victorious Saint? 


A conqu'ring warrior, who, return'd from fight, 
Has gloriouſly her ev'ry toe ſubdu'd, 

And now repoles in the lain of light, 
And triumphs in the preſence of her God. 


Can we, who ſojourn in the vale of life 

(Who ſtill each anxious, painful trial know,) 
Deſire to lengthen out the mortal ſtrife 

Of one fo fully meet from earth to go? 


Can we the breathings of her ſpirit trace, 
Behold the ardour of her panting foul ; 
Her ſteadfaſt care to run th' appointed race, 

Her longing to attain the heav'uly goal ? 


er deep communion with the God of love, 
To feel whoſe preſence was her fole delight ?— 

Her life of faith, conceal'd with Chrilt above, 
Now chang'd into the beatific ſight ? 

Say, can we view, and wiſh to ſtop her flight, 

h, Een tor a moment to the world recal? 

Oh that her glory on our ſouls may light !— 

On us fome portion of her ſpirit fall! 


No, ſurely, here we'll bid our tears farewell, 
And triumph with the ſaint to glory gone; 

With her thepraiſe of our Redeemer tell 
Above, below, the triumph 1s but one. 


Ah, no! 'tis not the dead demands our tears, 
But for ourſelves, alas! our ſorrows flow, 
We joy in her eſcape from griefs and fears, 
Jo where the tree of lite and pleaſure grow. 
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But by a double tie ſhe claim'd our love, 

And lo, at once we mourn a Friend and Guide 
Oft has ſhe led our ſouls to things above, 
And ſweetly pointed to the crucified. 


Deeply experienc'd, Satan's wiles ſhe knew, 
And bid us of his dang'rous baits beware ; 

Set forth the Saviour's Rog for ever new, 
Watching our ſouls with conſtant tender care. 


Full well ſhe knew the goodneſs of her Lord, 

And wiſh'd that all, with her, his love might feel; 
For this, his mercy ſhe to all declar'd, 

With humble gratitude and pious zeal. 


To youth, or age, her kind advice ſhe gave, 
Alike by youth, or age, belov'd, rever'd ; 

To all adapted, all their ſouls to fave, [ cheer'd. 
Some rous'd by threat'ning, ſome by comfort 


Yet, while ſhe labour'd thus with pious zeal, 
She ne'er deſpis'd the ſocial calls of lite; 
But with a conſcientious care fulfill'd 
The duties of a parent, child, and wife. 


Thus while on earth her Maſter's work ſhe wrought, 
And now her Lord hath ſaid, Enough is done; 

„Thy arms lay down—the fight of faith is fought— 
The prize of everlaſting glory's won!“ 


Thrice happy ſaint! no more our tears ſhall flow, 
No more our ſelfiſh hearts thy loſs ſhall mourn ; 

Be this our aim, like THEE our God to know, 
That with like joy we may to heav'n return. 


And thou, dear Partner of her joys and cares, 
What conſolation can a friend impart, 

(A child of your united faith and prayers) 
To eaſe the ſorrows of a wounded heart ? 


Short is the time of man's appointed ſpace, 
Soon will this tranſitory lite be gone; 

Then ſhall your ſoul its dearer part embrace, 
And ſtand with her before yon glorious throne. 


E'en now, by faith, your ſoul with hers ſhall join, 
And learn the ſtrains of the ſeraphic throng ; 

| Till all renew'd in purity divine, 

You ſing in heaven the never-ceaſing ſong. A. B. 
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W HEN Monarchs fleep in duſt, whole nations 
Their common loſs, and ſhrouded royalty; | mourn 
Trophies of conqueſt crown the VWarrior's urn, 

By weeping vot'ries plucked from honour's tree. 


While ſable crouds attend the Stateſman's herſe, 
And flattering titles deck his ſculptor'd tomb, 
Shall not a muſe ſincere, with humbler verle, 
O'er worth departed bid the laurel bloom? 


Shall not the pious, but ſequeſter'd few, found, 
Whoſe praiſe from God, though not from man, is 
Disitngutshed merit crown with praiſes due, 

And genuine goodness through the land reſound ? 


This flender taſk of duty to perform, 

Now tries my muſe her tim'rous ſong to raiſe, 
While o'er a much-lov'd Saint's lamented urn 
She pours the flrain of grief, of love and praiſe. 
How were her early days with wiſdom fraught ; 
How dutcous then was ſeen the loving child; 
While Gop with all her infant heart ſhe ſought, 
And found him ſoon in Jeſus reconciled. 

Ev'n firm in perſecution's trying hour, 

Her laith, like gold, was in the furnace bright; 
Strengthen'd by grace divine with mighty pow'r, 
She walk'd ſupremely bleſt in heav'nly light. 
But not to filtal worth alone confin'd ;— 

When ſolemn vows her plighted cov'nant ſeal'd, 
How taithtul then, how tender, and how kind 
Was all her life, with pure affection fill'd. 


Her care was then, kts arduous taſk to aid 

Whoſe lite ſhe ſhar'd : with him in Zion's cauſe 
Her lamp ot uſefulneſs its luſtre ſhed, | 

And gain'd unsought, but merited applauſe. 

To warn the raſh, to raiſe the drooping head, 

Was then her ready taſk and conſtant care; 

And olt' beſide affliction's reſtleſs bed, 

She pour'd the earneſt {train of heav'n-heard prayer. 
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Her lips, like dew, diſtill'd the gracious word, 
Vet grac'd with meekneſs, ſenſe, and modeſty ; 
While, for the conſtant glory of her Lord, 

Her heart, her tongue, her pen were ever free. 


Call'd to ſuſtain a Mother's anxious part, 


Maternal tenderneſs inform'd her breaſt ; 
And ſtill ſhe taught the infar ts 5 growing bean 
The way to peace, to happi: neſs, and rell. 


In this dark ſphere awhile, mis brilliant ſtar 
Conſpicuous in exce! ling brightneſs ſhone 
The beaining wonder {pread its luſtre far, 
Till its great Maker fwiftly call'd it home; 


Rent hires the budy's Rrong and cloſe embrace, 
By agonizing pain the ſpirit fled ; 

Yet, "(till the Poacic 4 frnile adorn” d her {ace, 

And lovely lcok'd the ſilent form, though dead. 


The ſpotleſs foul eſcap! din gentleſt breath, 
While bidding him ſhe lov” a her laſt farc el; 
And on his breaft, the ſi; 10 s prey of death, 


Inanimate the much lov'd relicks ell. 


He, now to ſharpeſt g griot 2 help! eſs prey, 

Mourns hke the w wid: Wd mate its pa arted dove; 
Yet, waits re ary nid till that expeéted day, 

WI. en he {hail ſpeed from carth lis 1+ it remove: 


In realms of never ending tranſp— ort meet 


Her whom he now with 11 my $S Te Ins bemoans; 


And with the ranfom'd at the Szviour's fect, 
Joy ful together call ici Harry crowns, J. M. 


